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Cynosure 


Sav had always been labeled ‘the pretty one’. 


Ever since his adolescent years. 

He wasn't completely convinced it fitted him that well. He wasn't even sure he liked it that much. 
Yes, he enjoyed the compliments and the attention, but-- a man gets tired, doesn't he? 

Maybe not. 

Not in every case. 

Did that make sense? 

Probably not. 


Some people complimented him in a way that made him want to crawl out of his own skin and vomit all over 


the place. 

Some people fucked with his brains probably because they were jealous. 

Some people had good intentions, honestly admiring his inherited appeal. 

Some people wanted to get inside his trousers. 

Some did. 

Some didn't care about his physical appearance at all 

Some-- Well he wasn't exactly sure about that kind. 

It was rare. 

Maybe too rare. 

On the other hand, if there were more of such sort, he wouldve probably gone mad by now. 
That kind seemed to have all of the above mentioned symptoms mixed together. 


To be quite honest, only thinking about it drove him crazy. 


1718, 


"Seems warm for this time of the year," Sav commented as he and Joe walked down a surprisingly sunny 


Sheffield street, hands in their washed out jeans’ pockets, eyes squinting at the bright light. 

The taller man glanced at him and smirked. His eyes narrowed and his lips stretched, head rising to the sun 
"You probably shag a lot, don't yer?" He searched around his pocket, pulling out a crinkled banknote and several 
coins out of it. Picking around his open palm, he separated several pennies and secured them in the back of his 
other hand, grabbing the bill too. "Seen as you've been in a band for a while." 


He approached the small pastry shop, gut already rolling at the pleasant dough and cinnamon scents. 


Sav stopped two yards from him - waiting - both his fists in his trousers’ pockets. His brow furrowed and he 


seemed like he was deep in thought for a moment. 
"What do you mean?" 


Picking out two curled bagels from the stand, Joe handed the woman the banknote he had found, adding the 
carefully counted pennies to it. His gaze shifted to his companion and newly acquired bandmate, slightly 
confused. Joe's dark curls, oddly, seemed to have taken an even more intense shade of black, the sun and the 


wind making them glow and twirl around his face. 


"Well, | thought because of.. yer know, being pretty and all" He grinned briefly at this point, uncovering a dimple 
on his left cheek. 


Sav found himself gazing at it until Joe decided to hide it again. 


"Er.. Well, not exactly. We're basically only starting.. If I'm to be honest” His hands fiddled inside the worn 


material pockets. 

Joe watched him for a second before grabbing the change and nodding his thanks. He picked up the papers with 
the still warm bagels and handed one to Sav, who licked his lips and unrolled the corner of the thin material so 
he could bite the pastry. Slowly, they started walking in the direction they came from. 

"Birds love that, you know." 


Sav raised his head, chocolate coloured locks bouncing to reveal blue orbs. His tongue swept out to pick a stray 


crumb from his bottom lip. 

"What?" 

Joe chewed on a piece of his roll, wiping the corner of his mouth with the back of one hand. 

"That shyness and all." 

The dimple appeared briefly again 

Sav swallowed a bite and cleared his throat. "What are you talking about?" 

"You." Joe bit off another piece and all of a sudden, he had only a third of the bagel in his hands. "You act like 
that" He talked with his mouth full, pressing his lips together to hide the content inside. 


"Girls love it.” 


Sav thought about that information for a moment before shaking his head. "I'm not so sure." He dove into his 
pastry again. 


"Yeah? Just wait and see." 


When Sav glanced at his companion, Joe was chewing that last piece of his roll, long fingers crumpling the 


slightly greasy paper and tossing it to the sheet metal bin two yards away. 


Then Joe turned his head and smirked again. 


1985. 


To say that Joe was wasted would probably scratch anyone's ears as soon as it got said. Anyone who knew 


him, that is. 
Joe wasn't the get-loaded-and-vomit type of lad, and that's what made this whole situation even weirder. 


But surprisingly enough, with all the booze he had managed to inject into his system, he was still walking in an 
only slightly tipsy way, and his adrenaline seemed to be a couple of levels higher than normal. 


"Where are you going?" 
Joe pressed a finger to his lips and hissed like a little child, mint-green eyes round and playful. 


Sav would be lying if he said he too hadn't taken a pint or two, and right now, doing any sort of mischief with 
his best mate sounded pretty amusing. 
So he followed, not exactly walking on tiptoes but certainly watching his step. 


Joe peeked outside once he reached the door of the bus and squinted into the darkness, trying to locate the 
driver or any of their managers on the deserted parking lot. Two lampoons cast weak strips of light onto the 
concrete in front of the cafe entrance. On the glass doors there was a white plate with clumsily written, thick 
black letters that read "Open" on it. The place was barely lit but he could make out shapes of people sitting at 
the small tables inside. 


Joe grinned. 

Sav grinned back for some reason, but his expression was soon replaced by a mild scowl as Joe slid in between 
the large steering wheel and the leather seat below. He wiggled his arse in a manner of a completely sober 
person, but when he turned his head toward Sav, his eyes still held that swollen glint that reflected several 
things at once. 


"What are you doing?" Sav asked with a small smile, leaning onto the headrest of the crinkled leather seat. 


"Killing time," Joe looked up at him with bottom lip tucked in between his teeth and Sav laughed outright. He 
looked so much like a little kid that it seemed ridiculous. 


"Oh look," He exclaimed after some fumbling below the steering wheel. He pulled out something Sav assumed 
was a key and knocked it against a certain spot about five or six times until he groaned happily and stuck it 
inside the metal slit. 


Twisting the little opener, his gaze shuffled to the side as he concentrated to hear the hum, then jumped along 


with Sav when the engine soared to life through a loud grumble. 


The two men burst out laughing for no sane reason, Sav crouching down beside the driver's seat so as not to 


fall over. 


Joe wiggled his eyebrows and stepped onto a pedal with his right foot, not even wondering if he hit the right 
one. When the massive vehicle jumped forward, both he and Sav were pushed back and they yelped in surprise, 
their protests underlined with giggles. 


"Shit," Sav held onto the dark head of the driver's seat as he slowly stood up. Joe looked back at him in 
excitement and then grabbed the long stick, trying to control the bus as it rolled down the parking lot. 


"Where ‘we ‘eading.. captain?" Sav asked through a chuckle as he leaned over Joe's shoulder, hands firmly dug 


into the leather seats back. 
"Just ‘round the corner." Joe replied, pursing his lips. 
Something between a hiccup and a giggle escaped Sav's lips. "There is no corner, Joe." 


The drunken singer blinked a few times. "Oh right!" Then he fell into choke-worth laughter, bending over the 
steering wheel and forcing Sav into a set of giggles. Again. 


When he managed to get a hold of his breathing, he steered the crawling vehicle to the right, somehow 
succeeding to park it clumsily just beside the wall of the low-storey building, driving it to the edge of the 
grass expanse behind the gas station and the cafe. He practically ran from the driver's spot and out of the 


bus, dragging Sav by the hand. 

"Come." 

Stumbling outside, Sav mimicked Joe's position as he rested his hands on his knees, leaning forward and peeking 
from his hidden spot beside the wall. The tail of the bus was still visible from the place where the other 
vehicles were parked but Joe didn't seem to be having a problem with that. 


"We're so dead," Sav whispered. 


"Shh." Joe switched places with his friend, pushing him to the wall and then leaning a forearm onto his back as 
he too bent forward. He pushed the curtain of Sav's light-brown locks back so that he could see past him. 


For all the fuss with the bus, they hadn't gotten far, Sav - as the more sober one - noticed. There were 


probably about 30 yards between the cafe entrance and their current position, no more. 
"Now what?" 


"Now we wait," Joe whispered, then giggled again. 


"and then he just moon'd ‘em! Can you believe that?" Malvin Mortimer laughed throatily, stumbling out of the 
small, dimly lit cafe. His eyes were glued to the man following closely, who was holding his jacket in one hand as 
he sniggled at the tale. Peter Mensch shook his head and yawned, covering his mouth with a loosely squeezed 
fist. 


"Shit, I'm gonna get a stroke from your stories one day.” 
‘Im telling yer, its like-- like he didn't even--" Mal stopped dead in his tracks. "What the--" 
Eyes widening, his hand flew to snap loudly against his forehead. 


"Blimey, Mensch, we forgot the main bus on the last stop!" 


Joe and Sav held onto each other as they burst into a series of uncontrollable spasms that lacked even that 
distinctive sound of laughter. It was basically only shaking and panting. 


"Shi-- shit," Sav squeezed the closest forearm, wiping his teary eyes against Joe's sleeveless sweatshirt, 


getting a scrunched up, equally damp face on his shoulder in return. 


"They think-- didn't-- oh God--" Joe fell into another set of chuckles, straightening up only when Sav's damp 
cheek brushed his uncovered bicep and the little hairs there stood to attention 


"What now?" Sav managed to ask after they unglued from each other a minute or so later and Joe peeked to 


see the two managers gesturing and babbling in an exasperated manner. 


"Oh shit--" He wiped the last sweet tear from his eyelid and cleared his throat. "Won't be long before they 
see the bus.. So.. We'd better go pretend we're sleeping." He giggled again and wrapped an arm around Sav's 


neck, walking him to the door. 


"They'll figure out it was us," The bassist pointed out, shaking his head. 


I'm not worried. If they find out, we know who's gonna take the hit.” He hiccupped and let out an alcohol-filled 
breath. 


Sav's eyes widened and he looked at his friend's hidden face in the dark, stopping in his tracks. 
"No way, Joe. You're not blaming me for this--" 


"Oh Sav," Joe stopped just short of entering the bus and planted a huge, wet - and loud - kiss onto the 
bassist's cheekbone. "It's in your job description, luv. You're the pretty one; you'll get away with anything.” 


Sav glared at his mate half-heartedly and proceeded into the vehicle, rubbing his cheek with an exaggerated 


grimace. 


1987. 


I'm serious." Sav turned away from the mirror, watching Joe lean back in his chair, holding his belly. 
"Knock it off," He swatted the singer's knee with the towel from his shoulder. 
Joe kept on laughing and twisting his head. 


Sav rolled his eyes and turned back to the mirror, shaking the spray can before spritzing his messy locks with 


it. 


‘lm sorry, just--" Joe chuckled again and then coughed lightly into his fist, head shaking. "I can't believe they 


thought you were a dancer." 


Sav grunted his disapproval. 


"And the happy-ending kind too." He wiggled his dark eyebrows, and then fell into a series of giggles again. "Oh 
God-- only you can attract such situations." 


"Yeah? Well maybe you're just too sassy to be attractive." 


Joe folded his hands on his belly and pushed off the ground with his feet, swinging back and forth on the back 
legs of the chair he was sitting on. 


"The birds don't think so." He tilted his head and grabbed a peanut from the bowl on the nearby table, crushing 
it before popping the content into his mouth. 


"That's because they only see that monster in your pants," Sav mumbled while closing his eyes to the spray. 
Joe chuckled, stretching to pick up another peanut, then threw it at the bassist, hitting the small of his back. 


"I ‘appen to be very fond of my monster, you know." He reached out for the third legume and started playing 
with it, making craters and cracks in its outer layer. 


"But | don't wanna talk to you about my monster; you might take it the wrong way and try something." 


Sav grabbed the towel off his shoulder and smacked it right in the middle of Joe's face, who almost choked on 
it laughing. He unglued it from his head and quite intensely slapped Sav's jeans-clad butt with it. 


"eyl " The bassist yelped. "Don't attempt to vent your domination fantasies on me." 

Joe grinned. "Well I've got to learn what gets you off one way or another." 

Sav gave him the finger and then turned back to the mirror. 

"Don't make ‘eadlines out of it, Joe." 

"You should've thought of that before telling me about it” The blond singer pointed out, green eyes sparkling. 
Sav sighed and kept on spraying his hair in frustration. 

"Good point. For the record, if you were in my shoes, | wouldn't piss you just to get off" 

Joe snorted like a pig. 


"Aha, no way." 


“Alright, maybe a little.. But that wouldn't ‘ave ‘appened to you anyway." 
Joe raised his hands in surrender. 
"Hey, its not my fault you're pretty.” 


Sav's fingers slowed down for a moment and he glanced over at Joe's reflection in the mirror, noticing the 


Cheshire cat grin on his face. One dark eyebrow twitched for a second but Joe's lidded gaze stayed on. 


Sav put on a roll of the eyes for a show and sprayed another wiry tuft, fluffing it out before contemplating 
its position. 


"| mean it" He started swinging on his chair once again. "You should ‘ave a serious talk with your Mum, it's all 


‘er fault." 


The hollow metal legs of Joe's recliner banged against the floor every single time it leaned forward, making Sav 


wonder if he was gonna land flat on his arse. 

"How do you know its not me Da?" He asked conversationally. 
‘I've seen your Da" 

Sav let out a chuckle. 

"No offense, but | still find your Mum more attractive." 


Sav grinned at the singer, watching him return the gesture in the mirror. He quickly averted his gaze and 


fluffed out his fringe. 


"Get out of my ‘air, Joe." Sav grumbled and turned away, bending one knee sideways on the bed. 
"Dream on, Savage." 
The singer stood up and moved towards his bandmate, resting only when he was seated right beside him. 


Sav's gaze was directed toward the plain white wall above the headboard, unsuccessfully pretending Joe wasn't 


there. 
"You're the most stubborn piece of wanker I've had the pleasure meeting, you know that?" 
"Good reason for you to leave, I'd say." 


"Well I'm not, so you might as well get over it and go to sleep." Joe replied with certainty, crossing his legs in a 


figure four and leaning back on his arms. 


Sav swallowed a hard lump in his throat and rose from his spot, then circled the bed under Joe's watchful eye. 


He started pulling his t-shirt over his head. The singer glanced back at him with little interest. 


Sav sent him a glare as he unbuttoned his jeans and peeled them over his legs, staying in nothing but his 
birth-given suit. 


"Thanks for the view, though." Joe growled sarcastically as Sav discarded his clothes onto the rug and crawled 


under the blankets. 
"You're free to leave at any time." 


As soon as his arm only reached over to the nightstand, Joe jolted across the bed and grabbed his hand in 
mid-motion, snatching away the eye patch from his grasp. 


"What the fuck are you doing?!" 

"What does it look like I'm doing?" Joe replied, rising up from his half-lying position over Sav's legs. 
"Give it back, Joe." The bassist growled, holding out his hand. 

"No." The singer stated simply, holding the confiscated item out of the other man's reach. 


"What's the matter with you, you know | need that!" His blue eyes seemed much more focused than only 


moments ago. 


"No, you dont--" 


"I can't fuckin’ sleep without it! Why are you doing this--?" His irises seemed to have formed a damp circle 
around them and the corners of his eyeballs grew tiny blood-red branches that seemed to be expanding by 
each passing second. He clawed at Joe's chest and forearm, practically climbing over him in order to reach his 


hand. For the first time in days, he looked pathetic. 
In a passing moment, Joe considered giving him the small piece of material, but his stubbornness prevailed. 


With Sav lying half on top of him - naked - with eyes as wide as they could physically be and lips partially 
quivering, Joe still held the eye-patch out of his reach, watching the play of emotions on his friend's face. 


"Joe, please." 


"Sav, listen to me." Joe said softly, using his free hand to frame the bassist's chin and cheek. He held the dull 
blue gaze, thumb brushing the swollen bottom lip of his friend. "You know half of it is in your head," He 


whispered gently, trying not to evoke an avalanche of protests and swear-words. 


"You don't know what it's like" Sav's voice was thickened by emotion and the determination in his eyes made his 
eyelids differ even more. He didn't support the words with any details, the only thing he said to end his 


statement was a softly rasped "You ‘ave no idea" 
"| don't." Joe admitted. "But you know | ‘ave a point.” 


Sav pulled back and rose off the singer's body, curling back into his previous place against the headboard, 
propping his elbows on his bent knees. Slightly quivering hands came to rest in his dirty blond locks, face hidden 
from Joe's view. The rest of his body was, however, completely uncovered and Joe tried to kick that 


information to the back of his head. 

"Rick." Joe whispered, crawling toward him until he could wrap one strong arm around the bassist's shoulders. 
He squeezed him as hard as he could, burying his face in the crook of Sav's neck. The soft scent of his 
shampoo invaded Joe's nostrils and his other arm came to wrap around the bent legs that seemed to be 
getting lighter and lighter these days. 

"You know its gonna pass.. Sooner than you think” 

Sav sighed into his newly made hole, not raising his head from the comfortable place to even show he heard 
him. When he did speak, however, it sounded as if though nothing wiser could be said, so he just did it for the 
sake of the conversation. 


"These things stay there until you drop dead, Joe." 


The singer snorted softly, rubbing the farther shoulder of his bandmate. "That was an arrogant prick who told 


you that. People get better all the time. Don't listen to every tosser, Sav." 
Another small sigh could be heard from the hole. 

"You know that you still look the same, though, right?" 

A loud snort sounded from the same place. 


"Don't snort, | mean it" Joe squeezed Sav's upper arm briefly. "Besides the increased amount of glares I've 


been getting from you, | can't really spot a diffrence. And | ‘ave quite a fine eyesight, thank you very much." 
Sav didn't reply immediately. After a moment or two, it turned into ‘at all! and Joe inhaled softly. 

"Some people just get ugly as they age, you know." He commented; chin resting on his own forearm which lay 
on Sav's closer shoulder. "Ill probably be one of those, | can see it" He let out an exaggerated groan. "But fuck, 
| know you won't be in that club. If today's any indicator, then blimey, you'll be dipping more at 60 than we all 
do right now." 

A small chuckle escaped his lips. 

"Fuck. Some rockstar | am, eh?" 

Sav finally raised his head just so he could roll his eyes at Joe. 


"Ah, | see you were listening!” The singer grinned and leaned onto Sav's shoulder again 


A mumble came from the hole shielded by blond curls. "It's hard not to ‘ear your ego, Joe. It's always the 
loudest thing in the room." 


"That wasn't about me, you lucky wanker. Bottom line was you're still pretty. And you look even prettier among 
us ugly arses." 


Sav's hand was resting on his head again and Joe wrapped the thin thread of the eye patch through his 
fingers, leaving it to rest in the dirty-blond expanse. 


"Just." Joe started softly. "When you feel un-pretty, remember me." He pressed his lips close to the fuzzy 
mane of discreetly scented hair, hesitating there for a moment before patting Sav's back. "Or, you know.. Mal." 


2000. 


"Oh Jesus fuckin’ Christ." Joe sighed in frustration and bent to pick up the small brown leather piece from the 
double seat of the airplane, watching for any other stray items. 


He exited the aircraft, snapping the acquired possession against his jeans-clad thigh. The frequency of his steps 
decreased as he waited for the lot of passengers and friends to move about. 


"Sav!" He called out over the heads of other people. A few faces snapped back but not the one Joe needed. 
"Savage!" 

The curly blond turned around and sought out the source of the noise with his blue gaze. 

Joe waved the leathery thing in front of his chest, pursing his lips and raising one eyebrow. 


Sav touched the shoulder of the person he was walking alongside and mumbled something, then squinted at Joe 
as he strolled toward him, one bag hanging off his right shoulder. 


Joe's tongue peeked out briefly and he snapped the item against the palm of his other hand, lips crooking up 


into a smirk that was at once frustrated and amused. 


"Not again" Sav said when he was close enough for Joe to hear. His head was tilted to the side and backwards 


and he squinted at the bright May sun 


"Pretty much." Joe pursed his lips again and Sav rolled his eyes when they were in arms reach. 


"Can't believe | keep doing that" He shook his head and took the wallet from Joe. "Thanks." His lips curled shyly, 
clearly reflecting guilt. 


Joe smirked, hand coming to rest on Sav's opposite shoulder, squeezing the back of his neck encouragingly a 


few times as they proceeded to walk down the heated concrete. 


"Its a good thing you're pretty.’ 


2010. 


Joe had a pleasant dream. A very pleasant dream. 


In fact, he was really enjoying himself. Sprawled on his belly in the comfy bunk of the attack bus, he couldn't 
be more happy. 


Cushy. Warm. Maybe he shouldn't have worn the t-shirt, though. Naked would've felt even better. 


He let out a cheerful sigh, nuzzling his pillow. 


There was no reason for things to remain so perfect, though. 


A small earthquake shook Joe out of his sleep-induced daze and he grumbled and scowled, reluctantly opening 


his eyes. 
His gaze encountered a figure sitting on the edge of his mattress, staring off into nothing. 


"Sav?" He propped himself on an arm, frowning at his own groggy voice. "What the fuck are you doing in my 


bed?" 


The bassist's blue eyes unglued from whatever he had been staring at and focused on Joe. 


"Do you think l'm pretty?" 

Joe's mouth opened briefly and his eyebrows rose, furrowing in suspicion a second later. 

"You fuckin’ high?" 

Sav stared blankly at him. 

"And you'd better be, or else I'll kick the living shit out of you for fucking with me at this hour." 
The bassist blinked and fumbled with his own fingers in his lap. 


"No, l-- sorry," He shook his head and waved a hand through the air. "| was just-- forget it. Sorry | woke you 


up. 


Joe's brow furrowed again and he rose up completely to a sitting position, resting his arms on his bent knees. 


He tilted his head to catch Sav's gaze. 
"What's wrong?" 


The bassist made a dismissive gesture, raising his head to glance at the far wall of Joe's bunk. He seemed as 
if he was waiting for something to happen or pass before opening his mouth. 


"Nothing. | was just thinking.. About stuff, in general.” 
The inner corners of Joe's eyebrows curled upwards and he pursed his lips. 
"Wanna talk?" 


The curly blond narrowed his eyes. "I don't know." His lips parted and then closed again. "Just-- do you consider 


me.. you know, attractive, after all these years?" 


Joe couldn't help but let a little smile drag the corners of his lips. But his face quickly assumed a serious 


expression again. Sometimes the problem wasn't finding the remedy but diagnosing the disease. 


"Look, Sav.." Joe scooted closer to him and the bassist pulled his dangling leg into the bunk, directing a slightly 
questioning gaze at his bandmate and friend. His hands still rested in his lap, legs outstretched and eyes wide. 


Joe stared at him for a few seconds, surprised at his own lack of argument. 


He then blinked several times and spontaneously wrapped an arm around the other man's shoulders, squeezing 


in support. His gaze shuffled to his own bent knee and he licked his lips. 


"Honestly... | don't know what to say." 
Sav sat in silence. 


Joe pressed a finger to his bottom lip. "Do you remember San Francisco?" His gaze turned to his friend, who 


frowned in confusion. 
"Do | remember--?" 
"BB" Joe added, biting his lips and waiting for-- 


Sav's eyes widened and his cheeks assumed a crimson glow, visible even in the semi-darkness of Joe's comfy 


bunk. 

"Why would you bring that up, Joe?" He wiggled in the other man's embrace and the singer hid a grin 
"Remember how wasted we were?" 

"Sure | do," Sav replied with a faux-careless tone. 

"Don't think of the other stuff, just-- do you remember what Phil told us?" 

"Yeah." His voice seemed as hoarse as ever. 

Joe's arm wrapped around his mate's neck, squeezing him close. 

"Then you should know better than to ask." 


The singer knew why Sav had come to him specifically; Joe had clearly stated a long time ago that whichever 
shit happened, he was always gonna be there as a friend. Even if the band - God forbid - broke up. 


"Is this really about your appearance or something else?" He asked quietly, head tilting to follow Sav's bow of 


neck. 

His free hand found itself under the bassist's chin, lifting it up until they could lock gazes. 

"It doesn't matter which one it is as long as | can help." 

Joe's thumb climbed up to rub gently at Sav's bottom lip, drawing invisible patterns on the red fullness. 


“Although, if you've come for an objective opinion, then you're at the wrong door; because you'll always be 


pretty to me." 


His mouth crooked to the side, but the smile quickly vanished and Joe's green gaze came to rest on the part 


of Sav's face he was comforting with his finger. 
"Do you understand me?" He whispered. 
After several moments of silence, Sav nodded slowly. 


Joe licked his lips and the bassist forced his gaze up to those green mirrors, breath catching in his throat for 


some reason when Joe returned the stare. 
That wasn't the first time that Joe had that effect on him. There was simply something about his eyes that 
made the person he talked to feel very uneasy. You couldn't stare into Joe's eyes for a long time. That was 


just the way it was. 


Sav didn't know what came over him, but at that moment his tongue darted out and touched Joe's finger and 
Joe's electric green eyes lidded slightly. 


The bassist stared at Joe's mouth as he talked, noticing them move as he swore under breath. Something was 


off, though, compared to the previous minute. 
Joe was getting closer. 
Or he was leaning in. 


Or fuck, one of them was. 


What he did know was that his mouth had watered and his eyes had dried and his breath had almost stopped 


and he was staring at Joe's lips until he was cross-eyed and then shit-- 

Besides being a great friend and a brilliant talker, Joe was a fuckin’ great kisser. 

Blimey, Joe was kissing him, there had to be something wrong with that in the first place? 
Or not, because Sav was kissing Joe too. 

Maybe he had even initiated it. 

That part was blurry in his head. 

Oh bollocks. 


Soft lips dueled with his; at the same time soothing, exciting and reassuring. Sav was without a single breath in 


his lungs, only rusty carbon dioxide and some drug he couldn't remember taking. 


Then a tongue appeared and all thoughts of a comforting, friendly peck evaporated from Sav's mind. 


When he offered his own, hands on his body tightened and Sav let out a sound that seemed like death's 


personal relief, because that fuckin kiss felt like a long-lost prize and a punishment at the same time. 
He wanted to scream. He wanted to soak the very essence of Joe in. He wanted to pee his pants. 


And just when he nearly decided which one of those he would do, Joe unglued his lips from Sav's and gave him 


a small, top-secret kind of smile. 
Then he slid out of the bunk and walked over to the driver, mumbling something to him. 
Sav's head thudded back against the bunk's wall and he closed his eyes. His lips parted and his trembling fist 


came to rest on the left side of his chest, losing count of the hammering thuds from inside. 


Sometimes he was too pretty for his own good. 


